oo E R 
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er. 


* üg $s warlike ſon: 
in awful face, 


The godlike hero 5 
On his imperial throne : 


8 Hou d In arms be crowa d. 
The lovely Thais by his fide 

— lke a ing eaftern 

„ and beavty's 


AIR 


* baypy, Wer — pole 


None bet the brave, 


None but the — 


Timotheus plac'd on digh, 
the manefel wire, 
fiying dog woech dt 


RECITATIVE., 
Vas a the royal feaſt, for Perſia won, 


Xt were ple d arou 
tap 4 ſire FS wi — 


Naos bot the braye deſerves the fair. 


CHORUS. 


| * 
Nr 


None but the brave deferves the fair. 
RECITATIVE. 


| 


23 


A 


THE 


or TSHXATC 


In Honour of ST, CECILIA. 


RE CITATIVE accompanicd. = 
The ſong began from 
Who left his bliſsful ſeats above; , 
(Such is the pow'r of mighty love) 
A dragon's fiery form bely'd the gdf 
Sublime, on radiant ſpires he rode; 
When he to fair Olympia preft, 
And while he her ſnowy breaſts 
Then, round her lender waitt he curl'd, 


And ſtamp'd an of himſelf, 4 ſoy” of 
= image reign 


CHORUS. 


The liſt'aing crowd admire the hefty ſound, 
A preſent deity! they hour around; 
A preſent deity! the 2 


And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 


RECITATIVE. 
Ts goth ˙ Gai 


of Bracken, ever fair, and ever young: | 
The jolly god in triumph comes g 
$ound = trumpets, beat the drums: At 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace, 7 
He ſhe wi his honeſt fete; 


* 


Now give the hautboys me He — he 
come! 


. - 


2 Al EX ANDERS FEAST. 


c ob tro A, 
; © us, ever fair and young, War he (ung, is toil and t Behold 8 
5 — joys did firſt ordaing 28 a * Honous, e Coat? Lach at 
Bcchus' rene way — — ww Tg | | Nevere1\ting, fill b-ginning, _ 

dag is the ſoldier's pleaſures, - f Fighting till, and till geftroyi ** 

Sende the ret 2 3 If he world be worth yang 1. 

| weet the pleaſure; Think, O thiak it wo th eni yi 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain, | Lovely Thais fits beſide thee, - Wa AY ' 
| Take the good the gods provide thee, w_ 
© PTA CY e 1 — 2 -v A 
a 1 CH OR 4 2 (OI he ot toil and trouble, « _ 
C 5 *. — — . * onour, du emp*"y bobble: * * 
Dri —— 1 0 Never ending, ſtill beginning, n 
* | Fighting ſtill, and fill deftroying ; 
- . pleaſure; | I the world be worth thy winning, 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. hink, O think it worth enjoying. The _ 
- - the KIN 
ys 4 Bf; - man ies with loud app!auſe ; 
Soothꝰd with the found, the king grew vainz {So love was Sons, but muſic won 2 Tt 

And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he flew | Te 

_— lain: AIR. like an 
maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe, 1 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; de prince, unable to concedl his pain, 
And while be heav'n and earth defy d, | 8 —— — . The princ 
" . * . 8 * re: 9 
Chang d his hand, and check'd his pride. | And fgh'd ns be ſich'd and look'd, had the Kit 
— — — — { Sigh's and look d, and figh'd agai 
RECITATIVE accompanied. 3 W re T 
K 0. 31 At length with love and wine at once oppref, I'M 
He choſe a mournful muſe, "| The vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her breaſt, like 
Soft pity to infuſe. | 
i , { The prince, uneble to conceal his pain, RE 
AIR. Oe d on the fair T 
a | Who cao d his care; Eie he 
He ſung Darius, great and good, And figh'd and took's, figh'd end look d, 
By tov ſevere a fate, Sigh'd and look's, and figh'd again. 
Fallen from hir high eftate, 
And welt'ting in his blood. BY CHORUS repeated. 
en {The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe; 
Þy tht 2 — fed, So love was crown'd, but mufic won the cauſe. 
= the bare — enpos d he lies, - , 
ithout a friend to cloſe bis eyes, | 
| 9 23 9 —— þ 
RECITATIVE. 
A 
With downcaſt looks the joyleſs victor ſate, | 
Revolving in his 'alter'd ſoul, | RECITATIVE accompanied. 
The various turns of chance below; THY ; * 
And, now and then, a figh he ftole, N. — er- yoo age dude; 
ouger 7 r 
And tears began to flow. . reak his bands of ſleep afunder, ä 
CHORUS. | | Ang rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Behold Darius great and good, _ CHORUS. 
Fallen, welt'ring in his blood; | Break his bands of Neep afunder, 
On the bare earth expo d he lies, And rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder, 
Without a friend to cloſe his eyes. | 4 
e RECITATIVE. - 
RECITATIVI. Hark, hark the horrid ſound 
6 | Has rais'd up his hend, 
The mighty maſter ſmil's to ſee At awak'd from the dead : 
That love was in the next degree; | And ataaz'd he ſtares around, 
"T'was but a kindred ſound to move, 14 TTases. 
For pity malte the mind to fore, AIR. a 
beer Revenge, revenge, Timotheus eres 
in — 2 Furies ariſe, ' ; 
5 DT | 1 ſnakes that they rear, 
* Softly ſweet, In Lydian meafores, ; þ E How they hiſs in "dra fe * 1 
| And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes! 


Soos he ſooth d bis ſoul — | 


pain, 
ook'd, 
1 


ce 
er breaf,, 


IR. | 


Behold a ghaſtly band, 
lch a torch in his hand | 
are Grecian gboſts, that in battle were ſlain, 


And unbury'd, rema'n 
lnglorious on the plain. 
RECITATIVE accompanied. 


Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew: 
hold bow they toſs their torches on high, 
How they point to the Perſian abudes, 
glit'ring temples of their, hoſtile godg ! 


AIR. 

The princes applaud with a furious joy ; 

{ the king (eiz'd a flatnveau, with cal to deſtroy 
AIX. 


Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey 
lai like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 


CHORUS, 
The princes applaud with a furious joy; 
had the king leiz'd a flambeau, with zeal to deſtroy. 


Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey; 
like another Helen, f&c'd another Troy. 


RECITATIVE accompanied, 


Thus long ago, 
Eie heaving bellows learn'd to blow, 


ALEXANDER'S FEAST. 3 


While organs yet were mute, 
Timotheus to his breathing flute, 
And ſounding lyre, | 
Cou'd ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle ſoft dere. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


At laſt divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The ſweet enthuſiaſt, from her ſacred tore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to (»iemn ſounds. 
With na: ure's mother - wit, and arts unknown beforgs 


RECITATIVE. 
Let old Timotheuz yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown; 
He ra $s'd a mortal to the ſkies, 
She drew an angel down. 


CHORUS, 


Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown; 
He ra's'd a mortal to the ſkies, 


Sue drew an angel down. 


CHORUS. 


Your voices tune, and raiſe them high, 

Till they echo from the vaulted ſky 
The ble# Cecilia's name: 

Muſic to Heav'n and her we owe, 

The greateſt bleſſing that's below 
Sound loucly then her fame, 


Let's irfiitate her notes above 
And may this evening ever prove 


$acred to harmony aud love. 


